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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This plot bunny got stuck in my head after the 60 Minutes episode aired, and has been bouncing around in 


there ever since. 100% Fiction. | own no one and nothing. 


After some twenty five years in journalism, Anderson's pretty good at reading people. He has trained himself 
to notice the smallest shifts in body language, in tone, to follow the most minute stray of his subject's gaze. 
This skill serves him well when he's trying to push someone for information, when his job is to make the 

interviewee squirm. That's not the case right now: Dave Grohl and Taylor Hawkins aren't government officials 


or industry moguls. They don't have anything to hide - not anything Anderson wants to reveal, anyway. 


Yet as he sits across from the two men, he can't help but notice.. some things. Like the fact that Taylor can't 
sit still for more than a couple of seconds. Or that Dave stares right into your eyes when he talks, as if 
seeking reassurance, agreement. His words are all about not giving a fuck, but his body language says the 
exact opposite. Taylor, on the other hand, barely looks up when he talks, his eyes jettisoning from his knees, to 
your face, to somewhere to his side. And then there's the interaction between the two - the way Dave stares 


at Taylor when the latter talks, soaking up every word. The way the drummer stares at his knees when Dave 


speaks, every millimeter of his body focused on the singer's voice. Or the way both their faces light up when 
they laugh at anything that the other says. Anderson can't be sure, but he's pretty confident that this 


laughter, these smiles, are ones they save just for one another. 


Off-camera, they're almost always by each other's side. Personal space is a non-issue, it seems - they stand 
shoulder to shoulder, share head phones, playfully throw their arms around each other at the drop of a dime. 
When they aren't occupying the same square foot of space, their eyes still seek one another, glancing askance 


at the opposite corner of the room. They both do this, and they both don't want to get caught - if their 


gazes happen to meet, both turn away as if burned. 


A couple hours of this, and Anderson's curiosity is peaked. The journalist side of him couldn't care less about 
whats going on here - he knows whatever is or isn't happening has no place in the public eye. No, the 
interactions between these two tug at his heartstrings in a wholly different way, one that is far more 


personal. 


He wonders if anyone else notices what is so painfully obvious to him. But they've all been together so long.. 
Even if they had, at one point, been caught off-guard by the delicate interplay between these two (two, what, 


exactly?), by now it's become perfectly ordinary. 


He looks up. Dave's chatting with the camera crew, cracking up about something or other. One second, two, 
three.. As if on cue, his eyes flicker to the back wall. Anderson follows his gaze, certain that he'll find a certain 
blond on the other end. Sure enough, there's Taylor, chatting with the Foo's guitarist, gesticulating wildly, his 
long limbs virtually incapable of rest. 


Can he ask? Is there a harmless question out there that he could pose? And which of the two could he pose it 
to? Taylor's jittery as it is, as if poised to bolt at any second. Definitely too risky. Dave? Dave exudes a 
confidence, a solidness, that seems much harder to shake. But Anderson knows all too well how often that 


confidence is nothing but a mirage, a facade that conceals a deep vulnerability.. 

No, he decides, he's not going to pursue this. Whatever is or isn't happening here is none of his business. What 
would the point be, anyway? To satisfy his own curiosity? Or is he so arrogant as to think that his words 
could somehow help these two? 

An hour later though, he finds himself sitting with Dave, sipping his third beer. Dave's quieter now, reflective. 
He tends to wax poetic sometimes, Anderson's noticed, and this seems to be one of those times. 

‘lm so fucking lucky, man," he says, clinking his bottle against Anderson's. "Being able to do what | love for 20 
fucking years with the people | love most in the world? How many people get to say that?" 

Anderson laughs. "Not many. You're right, you're pretty fuckin’ lucky. It's great that you guys are close.” 
"They're my best friends, dude." 


"You and Taylor seem pretty inseparable." 


Dave smiles. "So you noticed." 
"Its hard not to." 
"Yea, Tay's.." Dave's voice trails off. 


Anderson notices that his heart is beating way faster than usual. Leave it be. Leave it.. "Like a brother to you, 
right?" 


Dave glances up at him, then drops his gaze. "Yea, exactly. Like a brother." His voice is light, purposefully so. 
But there's a tinge of bitterness to it that he can't completely hide. He takes a swig of his beer, finishing off a 
quarter bottle in one gulp. For a moment, they sit in silence, too many unsaid words swirling between them, 


awkwardness swelling by the second. 


Anderson clasps the singer's shoulder bracingly. "Dave, | apologize in advance for crossing too many boundaries 
to name. And I'll never bring this up again, | promise. But.. l'm pretty good at reading people. And I've got to tell 
you, however you feel about Taylor.. Whatever he is to you.. He feels exactly the same way." 


